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MEMORIAL DAY. 
One National Flag, One National Game. 
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4 
“4 ore about Mem- 
orial Day any more,” 
says the pessimistic patriot ; 


GIVE CREDIT 
TO BASEBALL. 


” 


“people are too busy going to the ball game. 
Which, in part, is true. People by thousands 
and tens of thousands do go to ball games on 
Memorial Day ; sometimes twice, because in the 
big leagues there is a ga:ne both morning and 
afternoon; and if the home team wins the 
solemn significance of Memorial Day is lost in 
a shuffle of joy. But do not shake your head 
and deplore the fact that this is so. Baseball 
by right divides with Union and Confederate 
centre of the 

Memorial - Day The 

season is one when orators, 

North and South, fittingly refer 

to areunited nation. Has any 

one yet given baseball its just 

share of the credit? Any num- 

ber will cheerfully do so if they 

but stop to think. Baseball 

was not a national affair in the 

old “Reconstruction” days; 

despite big crowds at occa- 

sional games it had not begun 

to assume, either as a sport or 

a business, the tremendous pro- 

portions of the present time. 

Now, however, with the big- 

league clubs leasing grounds 

in the heart of the “Solid 

South” and training thereon 


veterans the 
stage. 


A. H. Fouwrtt., Editor 


@artoons and Comments 


lina League, all boosting youngsters of promise 
into the “big show,” where their Southern ad- 
mirers never lose track of them, baseball has 
ceased to be sectional and it has done much to 
allay sectionalism in other and graver fields. 
What it has accomplished has been done incident- 
ally, but none the less effectively because of that. 
With the passage of years, Mason and Dixon’s 
Line has become a base-line, while the bat-bag 
is the carpet-bag’s happy and healthy successor. 
3earing these truths in mind, who will deny to 
baseball a place of honor in the yearly 
Memorial Day programme? 
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for weeks in the winter and >. 











early spring; with the warm 
sun of Texas, Alabama, and 








Georgia thawing out the kinks 


Payable in advance, 


WE HEAR a great deal about wages in these 
days of tariff reduction. Everywhere 
papers are printing opinions: the views of this 
or that protected manufacturer or “trust mag- 
nate” as to the probable effect upon wages of 
the UnNpERWoop bill. Some say that wages 
will have to be reduced; that a high tariff 
makes high wages possible, and that a low 
tariff, by simple process of reasoning, makes 
them impossible. ‘The thing is as clear as that. 
It would appear from these interviews that the 
regulation of wages by the tariff is purely auto- 
matic; that the worker in a protected industry 
will get more and more money 

as his employers get more and 

more protection from the Gov- 

ernment. But is this so? Just 

at present the opponents of a 

lowered tariff are pointing to its 

automatic effect upon wages; 

it will lower them, of course, 
they say; labor must expect 
that. Zzey will get less, they 
claim; so labor will get less; 
it is all automatic, the whole 
thing. But again we ask, is 
it? Is there anything auto- 
matic about the raising of 
wages when a high tariff is 
imposed? Did the beneficiaries 
of high protection ever volun- 
tarily advance wages as a result 
of a McKINLey or a DINGLEY 
tariff? Was there ever a dis- 
position upon the part of pro- 
tected manufacturers to give 








labor one penny more than they 














of Northern teams; with every 
Southern daily following and 





hadto? Insome protected in- 
dustries, it is true, labor has been 











featuring on its sporting page 








the progress of baseball cam- 
paigns the country over; and 
lastly, with those lively organi- 
zations, the Southern Associa- 








decently paid, but there was 
nothing automatic about it; the 
men made demands and were 
strong enough to win out. In 
fact, automatic wage machinery, 








whichas a matter of course must 











tion, the Cotton States League, 
the Texas League, the South- 


GALLERY. 


VISITORS 








work downward when a tariff is 








lowered, has often shown a most 





Eastern League, the South 
Atlantic League, the Virginia 
League, and the North Caro- 


A NEW AND EFFECTIVE AID TO THE KEEPING OF PARTY 


A CLUB OVER THEM. 


PLEDGES. 


mysterious reluctance to work 
upward when a tariff is raised. 























HOODOOED. 


"S$ DONE gone los’ my Mascot, 
« An’ I’s no good any mo’, 

Fo’ I’s hoodooed sho’ as shootin’, 
An’ I's feelin’ moughty poo’ ; 
Wid dat chicken-bone an’ ches’ nut, 
An’ de feaders ob de loon, 

I wuz moughty sho’ an’ sartin 
Fo’ to git dar orful soon. 





I cain’t foller up de ’possum 
Wid de same ole ’lacrity, 
An’ dar’s no use fo” me tryin’ 
Fo’ to clomb de golah-tree ; 
1’s ’way off on my fodder, 
An’ de co’nbread’s werry dry 
Sense I’s done gone be’n an’ hoodooed 
By some rascal on de sly. ; 


Dar hain’t no use tryin’, nigger; 
Yo’ am marked ermong de men; 

An’ yo’ mought as well say “good-by”’ 
To de liftin’ ob de hen; 

Fo’ yo’ git kotched sho’ as shootin’ 
Ef yo’ try to raise er fowl— 

Fo’ when yo’ ’m done gone be’n hoodooed, 
Satan he am sho’ to scowl. 


Jes’ no mo’ yo’ ‘m good fo’ nuffin’ 
*Cept to hustle wid de hoe, 

Fo’ widout yo’ leetle Mascot, 
Yo’ mus’ wo’k fo’ grub, yo’ know. 

Wid dat chicken-bone an’ ches‘nut, 
An’ de feaders ob de loon, 

Yo’ wuz moughty sho’ an’ sartin 
Fo’ to git dar orful soon. H.S. K. 

ye 


EXPERIENCED. 


D. VERTYSEN.— We want a man who knows both how to keep his 
mouth closed and how to stave off the curious. 
AppLicant.—I think I would suit you. I used to be clerk in an 
information bureau. 


THE ANATOMY LESSON. 


NoT ALL CLASSES ARE HELD IN MEDICAL COLLEGES. 








OVER THE BAR. 


RIEND.—Been to New York, eh? Which hotel did you stop at? 
Tue CoLoneL. — The hotels we stopped at were too numerous 
to mention. 


TWO FRAUDS NAILED. 


M* SMYTHE.— Before we were married you used to pretend that you 
liked to have me sit on your lap for an entire evening. 
SMyYTHE.— Yes, and you used to pretend that you preferred to sit 
in a chair. 


THE CONVENTIONAL WAY. 


M* Gray Tewitie.—And how are you getting along with the new 
chapel, Miss Church? 


Miss Cuurcu.—Splendidly! We're already in debt seven hundred 


dollars, and we hope to increase it to a thousand before the summer is 


entirely over. 




















BOBBIE’S PARLOR SHOW. 


‘Hold still, Dad, there’s only ten more slides!” 








A 


belief that the race is not always to the swift no doubt accounts for 
eur widespread confidence in tips. 











FORCE OF HABIT. 


VisitING MANAGER. — Got any stage-door 


Johnnies in this burg? 
Janitor (cf Town Hall Theatre).— Well, 


I guess! 


Why, 


I had a movin’-picture show 


here one night last week an’, honest to gosh, 
if some of them there pests did n’t hang around 


the stage-door ti.l midnight a-waitin’ for the 


actresses to come out! 


COURTSHIP’S CLOTURE. 


MEMBER of the House was He: 
A Lass of Many Charms was She. 






On State of Union. 
And you may THUS the Honor Share.” 


4 


Quoth He: “/ move, now we are sole, 
At once Committee of the Whole 


I’m the Chair, 


As She demurred at this suggestion, 


He slyly moved the Previous Question. 


THE AYES HAVE IT. 
And said: “We'll put it to the Vote. 
Is there Dissent? No Sign I note.” 


For there’d been Silence for a Space, 
The while She looked Him in the Face. 


He promptly ruled: “Beneath the Skies 
I now Hear Nothing but those EYES. 


The Previous Question thus is carried, 
And so shall be when we are married!”’ 
Objections useless *t were to state— 
His lips on Hers cut off Debate 


Austine Snead. 


Jo 


A PISCATORIAL ESSAY. 


rats is a most delightful amusement for 
those who are passionately attached to it. 
Those who are not fond of it can’t see the 
fun of keeping their lines in 
the water for hours to- 
gether without getting 


a bite. 

Hence it may 
be argued that 
there are very few 
people who really 
see any very ex- 
tensive recreation 
in fishing. 

This remark re- 
fers more especi- 
ally to the search 
for fish in inland 
waters. The salt- 
water fishermen, 


who generally 
mean business, are 





Prise, Kh ye 








Vito yee 0? 


the article. 


ionable 


usually more successful. 
learned in fly-fishing and talks knowingly of 
trout generally makes elaborate preparations, 
when the season comes round, for an expedi- 
tion to some brook or lake renowned for its 
very fine specimens and countless numbers of 


hotel 


The man who is 


Nothing is wanting. He has lines enough 
to make another cable across the Atlantic. 
His rods are the latest things out. So are his 
flies, his baskets, his hooks, and everything 
appertaining unto his paraphernalia. 

The usual plan is for him to start out and 

- betake himself to some first-class fash- 
that advertises “fine 
fishing;” then to make an expedition 
daily to the neighboring trout-stream 
to see how fine the fishing really is. 

The first day he catches one trout 
and a half; the second day, one trout; 


the third day—none. He then says he 


does n’t know what has come over the 
darned things—never had such luck in his 
life; lays down his rod and line; reads Izaak 
Walton to get ‘in a fishy atmosphere, and 
prepares some new and original fish-stories 
to fire off in town among his friends of an 
un-ichthyological tendency, who will not be 
likely to question the veracity of the narrator. 

The friends make up their minds that 
Jones is a fishing man—as if on that account 
he was superior to ordinary mortals; and they 


remain under this delusion ever after. 


Thus 


the secret of a fishing reputation is simply to 


acquire it. 


Catching fish is quite a side- 


issue—entirely irrelevant to the subject. 
There are other kinds of fishing that come 
under metaphorical and other heads. 
There is fishing for compliments, fishing in 
shallow streams, fishing the anchor, etc. 
Fishing for compliments is always in sea- 
son; the fishery regulations never interfere 


with it. 


It is almost exclusively confined to 


the female sex, but occasionally a young man 


gives himself a show. 


Fishing in shallow waters is not often at- 
tempted except by very fresh school - girls, 
though here, too, a foolish youth flounders in 


sometimes. 


“ Fishing the anchor” is a nautical term; but, 
as Puck does not profess to be an epitome of 
navigation, we must decline to enlarge on this 


subject. 


It is rather rough on our readers after 


raising their curiosity, but we really can’t help it. 


ALL HER OWN. 


the New Woman asked de- 


ss W's then,” 
fiantly and truculently, “ what, theri, is 


woman's sphere to-day?” 


The Old Man shook his head in sorrow. 
“The earth seems to be woman’s sphere,” 


he said, ruefully. 











EVOLUTION OF THE POUTER PIGEON. 





Drcryue 


FF 2. 















A “TALE OF ONE CITT. ° 


(y= upon a time a Public Necessity decided 
to present himself to his friends in New York. 

“I’ve been neglected a good deal of late,” 
he said, “but I’m only a little fellow, and won't 
be much trouble to anybody.” 





A TIP TO JOHN BULL. 


SEND YouR MILITANT SUFFRAGETTES TO 
Saint HELENA. 





(From Puck, April 9th, 1913.) 


ADVICE. 


Let them 


TAKING. PUCK’S 


“These women demand the rights of men. 
be treated as men would be treated in the same circum- 
stances. If we are too soft-hearted to permit them to 
commit suicide in prison, deport them to St. Helena and 
keep them there.”— London Express, May 7th, 1913. 


When he arrived in the city he was greeted by 
a gorgeously-appareled gentleman who said: “I 
am the Boss, and have been sent to look out for 
you. Come, let me introduce vou to Politics, 
and everything will get on swimmingly.” 

So everything did for a while, and Public 
Necessity was astounded at the attention and 
the money showered on him; but unluckily, 
one day, the Boss and Politics fell out. 

Then there was a dreadful time; and between 
scathing editorials, searching investigations, and 

interminable trials, poor 

Public Necessity 

* lied thought his last hour 
had come. 

But he managed 
to pull through all 
right; and as he 
stepped intoacafé 
to cool his fevered 

? 
blood with a selt- 
zer lemonade, he 
observed his re- 
flection in a mirror 
on the wall. 

“Why, God 
bless my soul!” 
he exclaimed, 
“I’ve grown into 
a Big Fat Job!” 





























WHAT TO CALL IT. 


HE common herd pronounce in vaiff 
) The term for designating 
The place beside the railway track 
That’s used by travelers waiting. 


Some of the ton, sure of its sound, 
( Determined it shall stay so, 
Put on a supercilious air, 
And so pronounce it day-po. 


Others there are, whom you will find 
From Hong-Kong to Alepvo, 

Who do insist, with equal force, 
On calling of it dep-po. 


Aud then again you ‘ll find a class, 
Whose quick wits ne’er to sleep go, 
Who argue with a shade of right 
That we should call it dee-po. 


Now, let us all henceforth propose, 
Without a reservation, 
day-po 
To drop saa dep-po 7 from our tongue, 
. dee-po 
And simply call it station. 
Fd. L. Adams, 


od 


BUSINESS GENIUS. 


e-e- O_p GENTLEMAN.—Consume you, 
sir! ‘lhat’s my corn you stepped on! 
AFFABLE SrRANGER. — Excuse me, sir. I 

am deeply grieved at the result of my awk- 

wardness, and I beg you will accept my sin- 
cerest apologies. But, since you have intro- 
duced the subject, will you allow me to say 
that I have here a simple and inexpensive 
little article, which is positively warranted to 
cure any case of corns, bunions, or ingrow 








HUMORING HIM. 


‘*Say, Tommy, come on an’ play 
marbles.”’ 
**Can’t. 
I got to amuse him.”’ 


Granpa’s visitin’ us an’ 


DOUBTFUL PRAISE. 


ACK BACHELOR (called in to see the new 
baby ).—Gracious, ‘om! He looks just 
exactly like you do. 
Nurse. — Please speak lower, sir! His 
dear mother’s sitting right in the next room, 
remember. 





























AN EARLY MILITANT. 


ANCIENT Briron.—My wife, she says she b’lieves in votes for women, and she wants 


us blighters to ’urry and invent letter-boxes, or winders, or something! 





WHEN. 


dey you see a boy sliding downstairs 

astride the baluster and driving his feet 
into the spindles as though to increase his 
speed thereby; 

When you see the same boy practising mum- 
bly-peg on a beautiful antique oak writing-desk; 

When you see him holding on to the top of 
the upright piano while he dances on the 
ivories with -his feet; 

When you see him leave a volume of the 
Cyclopedia wide open on a _ plush-covered 
chair under a tree in the midst of a heavy 
thunder-shower; 

When you see him lighting matches on the 
newly-calcimined bathroom, and playing tennis 
against a wall covered with costly paintings, or 
teeing a golf-ball on the hall rug; 

When you see him riding on the door of the 
sideboard, and driving nails into the stairs with 
a silver soup-ladle; 

Then you may know that he is a member of 
a family that is renting a furnished house for 
the summer. 


GROOMS AND GROOMS. 


E shakes as he waits by the altar 
As the bride floats down for her marriage; 
But he has n’t half the dignity 
Of the groom she left on her carriage! 


VERY SUGGESTIVE. 


ye butcher is here, ma'am; what 

shall I order? 

Mrs. Morris ParKe.—Dear me, I have n’t 
a thought. What can I order? 

Mary (thoughtfully ).—1 reelly don’t know, 
ma’am, I ’m sure. 

Mrs. Morris Parke.—Oh, can't you make 
a suggestion ? 

Mary (cheerfully).—I can try. 
you make it of ? 


What do 


nder the credit system Powerty knocks at the door 
by Lowe fo cail again. 


FROM THE HAWVILLE CLARION. 


A’ the regular meeting of the Literary Society, 

last Wednesday night, the subject of de- 
bate, “Resolved: That the average Greek citi- 
zen of the time of Pericles was fitted by educa- 
tion and culture to enter the best society of our 
booming little city,” was emphatically decided 
in the affirmative. 

During the evening certain anonymous per- 
sons persisted in hanging their heads in at the 
open windows and indulging in uncalled-for 
criticisms; this continued till the Rev. Mr. 
Harps, suddenly whipped out the revolver 
which was presented to him last Christmas by 
his Sabbath-school class of young ladies, and 
fired with such excellent aim that the bullet 
nipped off the lobe of one of the rowdies’ ears, 
after which no further remarks were heard from 
that source. With the exception of this incident 
a lovely time was had during the entire evening. 

















STEWED CHICKEN. 


and is brusquely bidden 











PUCK 


precisely into the tonneau of the 

average motor-car, filling the 
space so that the glassware and 
china among the premiums 
cannot be jolted and broken. 
The five yards of gold-foil 
wrapper always delights the 
children, who roll it into pellets 
for popguns. ‘The oil paper 
we are saving for use in roofing 
our new house, and the three 
boxes will furnish the timber for 
the garage. (The automobile 
we got by smoking Turkish Trag- 

» edies is only go h. p., but we 
must be satisfied with it until double-coupon day comes along next year.) 

It is really a revel to open one of your boxes. The five-cent 
discount card is a pleasing surprise. The full-length pictures of the 
ball-players are splendid, though I should think you would have them 
framed. The leather souvenir table-covers are exquisite, and we had 
two of them cut into tan shoes for the children. The college flags I 
don’t care quite so much about, because the “silk” seems to be merely 
cashmere. 

What we raved over was the folding dining-room table. I am 
sure many nice people will smoke themselves to death for this beautiful 
inducement. The trouble was we got two of them, and we wanted 
a Morris chair. 

Would it be asking too much of you to puta line of first-class 
children’s clothing in the cigarette packages soon? Clothing is so 
expensive, and since 1930 we have not kept any cash on hand—always 
putting our money right into cigarettes, and drawing our necessities 
through the really, I must say, generous premiums. 

Oh, yes, there is another thing: In unpacking one of the boxes 
we found that the cigarettes had been crushed between the electric 
stove and the volume of Browning’s poems. Would you kindly replace 
them at your earliest convenienc: ?—without sending duplicate premiums, 
of course. We would hardly ask that. Chester Firkins. 


HUSH MONEY. 





GIRL NIGHT. HANDLE WITH CARE. 


oe (at the shore).—Now, you must be very discreet with the 

A FAITHFUL DOG. young men you may meet here, Louise. 

ELDERLY DAUGHTER (with a sigh ).—I know, mamma; they scare 

VERY dog must have his day ; dreadfully easy! ; : 

He had his, and passed away. 

e@ Poor fellow! Little had he thought 
His dog days were to be as naught ! 
He did not drain life's bitter cup— 
Death took him while he was a pup, 

And laid him here beneath the sod, 

As good a dog as ever trod! 
He sought for happiness in vain,’ 

But found all pleasures mixed with pain; 

And when his joy gave way to sadness 

He groaned —and people deemed it madness. 

The stomach-ache was what he had; 

He howled, and then they said: “He’s mad!” 

And shot poor Leo by mistake 

Because he had the stomach-ache ; 

He had no faults—he had no foes— 

One struggle ended all his woes. 






H. K. White. 
Je 


TESTIMONIAL 
FOR THE POPULAR CIGARETTE OF FIFTY YEARS FROM NOW. 


ENTLEMEN: —I have taken three boxes of your Egyptian Pills 
G and the house is nearly furnished —that is, we have nearly 
all the furniture. We need a thousand more pink coupons in order 
to get the house. 7 

I want to say that I think one gets more for his ten cents in 
purchasing a package of Pills than he can get from any of the 
other small boxes—I mean the four-foot-square boxes, misses’ size ; 
although it is only fair to admit that Turkish Koffinalias are running 





you close. You must confess the idea of enclosing souvenir bedspreads HELP! 
was a brilliant one and is drawing trade. THE K1p.—I say, lady! Would you mind holdin’ dis pupn’s head 
But, taken all in all, you have ’em smoked out. Your box fits while I cut off his tail an’ make a thoroughbred out of him? 





Wy could all of us get along better with the 
a few reasonable concessions. 





inevitable if it would grant us 
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THE INTERROGATIVE AGE. 






T was half-past eight. The 
boy was tired enough to fall 
asleep in a boiler-foundry, 
but he had bent the entire 
force of his will on the 
problem of keeping awake, 
yet he was certainly awake 
enough as the clock struck 
the half-hour to ask his two 
hundred and forty-seventh question. 
“Pa,” he said, “if you had a 
horse and I had a colt, and you 
got on my colt and I got on your 
horse, which would be biggest?” 
Then his father laid down the 
paper which he had been endeavor- 
ing to read ever since dinner, and 
took the weary boy upon his knee. 
“Robert, my son,” he said, “I 
am glad you spoke, for it reminds 
me that I have a few questions to 
ask you. Why have I a few ques- 
tions to ask you, Robert? You 
don’t know? Why don’t you know? 
Because you don’t know? Why 
because? Because why? Why 
because why? Oh, because? Well, 


PUCK 





Wiad Sir Walter Written 


Wt To-day. 












































O Woman! in our hours of ease 
Uncertain, coy, and hard to please, 





Don’t cry out so loud, Robert, 
when I pinch you, or I shall have 
to proceed to extremities. Do you 
know what I mean by proceeding 
to extremities? No? Why don't 
you know? Wake up, Robert, 
and cease sniveling. Why don't 
you know what I mean, Robert? 
And why don’t you want to keep 
awake and answer my questions? 
Because you 're sleepy? That’s no 
reason. Do you know why that’s 
no reason? No? Why no——” 

Here Robert’s mother interfered, 
and snatched the slumberous weeper 
to her maternal bosom. 

“It’s a shame, John,” she cried 
indignantly, “you're torturing the 
poor child, and I’m sure it’s bad 
for his brain.” 

“No, my dear,” said her hus- 
band, as he resumed his paper, “I 
have simply endeavored to impress 
upon Robert’s mind, by a simple 
system of practical exemplification, 
how annoying is his habit of asking 
senseless questions.” 

“Well, 1’m going to put him to 
bed right off,” said Robert’s mother, 
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And variable as the shade 
By the light quivering aspen 


why Oh, because? Come, wake 
up, Robert, you can’t go to sleep 
vet. And why can’t you go to 
sleep? Because I won't let you? 
Quite right, my son; you have 
more intelligence than I gave you 
credit for. And why won't I let 
you go to sleep? Because I keep 
asking you questions? Quite right. 
And why do I keep asking you 
questions? You don’t know? Oh, 
that isn’t the answer. Rouse up, 
my son, open your eyes, and.answer 
me. You exhibited intelligence be- 
fore; continue the exhibition. Why 
do I keep asking you questions? 
Because [ said I would? Quite 
right. And why did I say I would? 
I am sorry to be obliged to pinch 
you, Robert, and also to have to 
rebuke you for crying out so loud; 
but I cannot permit you to fall 
asleep until my questions are satis- 
factorily answered. Why did I 
say I would ask you questions? 





When pain and anguish wring the brow, 
made: A ministering angel thou! 
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OM GAA CITE AS 








BANG!!! 


as she bore Robert off in her arms. 
But just at the door Robert opened 
his eyes a narrow crack, and in- 
quired sleepily : 

“Pa, why is my habit of ask- 
ing senseless questions annoying?” 


A DOMESTIC INCIDENT. 


6s ow!” It was Mr. Newpop. 
He had taken a mouthful 

of water-melon: 

“Marie, what the d-deuce is the 
matter with this melon?” 

“ Doesn't it taste good, George?” 

“No. Tastes like a hot wind. 
What’s the matter with it?” 

“Well, you know, George, the 
doctor said to—and—and 

“You boiled it! O Lord!” 
Mr. Newpop settled down into his 
chair and gazed cross-eyed at the 
ceiling for a few minutes; then he 
arose and walked unsteadily away. 















THE PUCK PREGS 
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SAM GETS A REASSURING VIEW OF 
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THE REPUBLICAN MINORITY 
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EW OF WHAT THE NEW TARIFF WILL DO TO HIM. 


























i. 11. 

‘“‘What’s the use? I might as “By Jinks! I’ll take the dog 
well jump an’ end it. Nobody loves with me. It’s Aim wot gets me in 
a cop!” trouble! ”’ 


THE RECLUSE. 


mM Mary JANE Situ, who 
in theatrical circles was 


known as Mademoiselle Franznuff, 
and whom the billboards and her 
advance-agent spoke of as “the 
world’s leading emotional actress,” 
was reclining on a divan, perusing 
the literature of theday. In other 
words, dressed in a faded wrapper, 
she was lying (she seemed particu- 
larly gifted that way) on a broken- 
down couch, scanning the adver- 
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TIT. Iv. 
‘*Where in blazes /s the mutt? “Huh! There yeare, hey? Why 
He ’s never around when he ’s don’t yer come when I call yer?” 


wanted! ”’ 








Q ae "OLD STUFF.” 
; es = | |p 
| m0 | = j | ers do you think of that 
ith Yen VA for a hat?” Mrs. Sprig- 
i YW Wr gins stood before her husband 


holding the hat on the tips of the 
fingers of one hand. Spriggins’s 
| i{|\ \\\\} eyes were sll fixed on the paper 
. AM 1} \ \\\ he was reading when he said: 
My “Trt’s all right, I guess. How 
much did the thing cost?” 

“The idea of you calling it ‘the 

















tisements in a theatrical paper. 
Enter a maid known as Marian. 
“What is it, Marian?” 
“A gentleman to see you.” 

‘**A gentleman to see me?” 

“Yes, a newspaper man for an interview.” 

“ But, Marian, I cannot see him in this shape.” (Yet it is such a 

simple matter for an actress to change her 
shape!) “Strange that when one be- 
comes a public character one can- 
not have a few minutes’ peace 
7» and quiet.” 
Gi “Yes, miss.” 
“> “ Marian,” eagerly, “is he 
young and handsome?” 
“No, miss. Rather oldish 
and stern-looking.” 

“Then,” disdainfully, “tell 
ff him I am very busy and have 
@—+s nothing to say. for publica- 

tion. “And, Marian,” — 
48. as she was leaving — 
“vou might tell him that I 
have recovered the diamond- 
studded watch that was lost, and 
that the latest thing missing is a 
valuable necklace worth several 
thousand dollars. And, of course, 
Juss.—Not very long. That hat he will want to know something 
she is wearing has been made over of my private life, and you may 
only once. tell him that I rise at eight,” 
(Marian concluded that nothing 
mattered now—might just as well make it strong,) “ go automobiling 
until ten, have bath and lIunch, then rehearsal in the afternoon, and 
dinner at five. ‘Tell him that I am taking up flying in a monoplane 
as a pastime. 

“Oh, yes, Marian, you might say, also, that my engagement 
with Charlie Footlites has been declared off, and that it is rumored 
that I may wed Count Cashknot in the near future. Give him three 
of my latest photos and my regrets that I cannot grant him an inter- 
view this morning because I am busy preparing for a new play in 
which I am to star next season. ‘That’s all.” 

As Marian withdrew she called: 

“ Marian, dear!” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“Is he very old, do you think?” 

“No, ma’am, not very.” 

“Well, perhaps you'd better invite him in, and Ill dress right away. 
It’s so annoving to be bothered this way.” James W. Babcock. 


v. 
‘*Grab him, Cap! Grab him!” 


v 





WOMAN'S INTUITION. 


Brss.—Has she been married long? 


hether a child is impudent or just 
neighbor’s or your own. 


| thing’! As for its cost, I just 
| ——s : , 
a ee. want to tell you that I made it 

idk myself out of old stuff. Now I 


‘Gee! Fined for not havin’ me guess you will take more interest 

in it when you know that there 

Seer will be no milliner’s bill for it. 
What do you think of it now?” 

*“T don’t see but that it looks all right. All hats look alike to me 
with the exception that the latest styles are a little more horrible than the 
preceding ones. Made this one yourself out of old stuff, huh?” 

“[ sure did! I bought the shape to begin with and I had to buy 
new feathers, and those three roses and the buckle of California brilliants 
are new. Then, of course, I had to get new velvet and that lace around 
the brim is new and I got a regular bargain in that cluster of little white 
flowers. Everything else on the hat is old.” 

“Everything else, huh? = Everything else! Queer way to make a 
new hat out of old stuff!” 

“If you aren’t too horrid for anything! But that is the way it is 
every time I try to really economize! Sometimes I just think I won’t try 
to economize in my milliner nor in anything else! Next time I try to econo- 
mize by making a new hat out of old stuff I guess you will know it, 
Joe Spriggins!” Morris Wade. 


uniform on! Ill never try suicide 


1S ME OLD 
JOB STILL 








“BACK TO THE MINORS.” 


LITTLE WILLIE’s IDEA OF WHERE A BALL-PLAYER GOES WHEN THE 
Bic SHow Drops Hm. 


"cute depends upon whether it is your 
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THE DAISY’S JOY. 


’Ma very happy daisy 
While I’m tossing to and fro 
In the air serene and hazy 
With my spirit all aglow. 
Oh, I’m happy as the lily 
Or the rose so bright and gay, 
For in my prime 
I'm just in time 
For Decoration Day 


Tl 


Now, although I’m but an humble 
Meadow bloom that comes and goes 
All the pride can never crumble 
That my happy spirit knows 
When I dream as | am nodding, 
And the band begins to play, 
That joy possest 
I’m at my best 
On Decoration Day. 


I’m glad I’m not the gentian, 
Or the aster full of pride, 
Or the lilac which I'll mention 
As the bloom for which I’ve sighed 
In my sad and pensive moments 
When I’ve realized that they 
Can never know 
The joy to blow 
On Decoration Day. 
RK. M. 
yy 


BULL-HEADS. 


ULL-HEADS are born, not made. No manufacturer would ever 
place on the market such a ridiculous combination of big end 
and little tip, three horns and no middle. They deserve no 
credit at the hands of a credulous public. They have no 
respectability. They look like the hybrid fruitage of a dis- 
reputable perch and a dissolute eel. They are intolerably 
indolent. They won’t work for a living. They just shove 
themselves under the eel-grass, gape their mouths, and wait and loaf. If asnail | 
crawls in, that is his ill-fortune. The bull-head doesn’t care much, anyhow. 

It takes laziness to catch bull-heads. Patience won’t do it. The success- 
ful bull-header is slower than a doctor’s bill and as undesirable. He is either too 
lean to stand up or too fat to walk. His stomach hollows so far in toward his 
spine that he can’t tell the difference between hunger and the backache. He 
indulges in plug tobacco. He will sit all day on the tip of a decayed hemlock 
knot and fish. He waits. Happiness spreads a dreamy mantle over him. A 
bull-head bite is not an impressive event. It is not an emotional affair. It feels 
like a thump on the back. It is something like one jump out of a dull tooth- 
ache. It is not so expressive, however. Sometimes they don’t bite at all. They 
let the bait drop into their mouths if it chooses. Mouth closes. Bull-head rubs 
his stomach on mud and waits. Fisherman waits, too. 
Fisherman waits for the “‘bob” to go under. Bull-head waits for fisherman to 
come down and get him. Fisherman waits for bull-head to come up and see 
what has become of him. Finally he pulls up the line to look at the worm. Line 
sticks at the end. Bull-head is in no hurry. Neither is the fisherman. More 
pull. Still sticks. Lug; pull; slow, lazy, always lazy; lazy at both ends. 

The thing comes up like dragging one’s heel out of the mud: Suck—gur- 
gle—swash! There he has it. One little bull-head with a diminutive bull-tail. 
It is great sport. Itisso uniform. It doesn’t excite the feelings. One always 
knows what to expect —a bull-head some time or other. 

Six bull-heads are a good day’s work for a practical fisherman. More than 
that spoils the rhythm. Theoretical fellows have alleged that they have taken 
more than that. They have described their game as “old lunkers.” They are 
ambitious creatures in the spring-time of life. They carry their bait in their hip 
pocket, corked. They are not credible witnesses. They exaggerate. 

Now skin the catch. Straddle a plank by lantern light. Skin, smoke, cuff 
“skeeters,” and smell fishy. Six inches of bull-head yield two and one-third 
inches of skinned bull-tail. Fried and served up hot they taste like swamp 
malaria burnt into decayed chips. 











MIND YOUR HELM! 
Tue THIN ONE.—Now, Bill, you do the rowing. Don’t trouble yourself 


to steer; I’ll attend to that. 








The Power of Silent Service 


The telephone converts the spok- 


If the crowd on the stock ex- 
change kept quiet and let one man 
talk, that man could be heard in 


every corner of the room. But the 





Bull-head waits longer. | 


| 
| 








shouting members produce a com- 
| posite of sound, so that no one 
| trader is understood except by a 
small group around a particular 
trading post. 


If everyone were able to shout 
twice as loud, the result would be 
only a greater noise, and less 
intelligible. 


For communication to be univer- 
sal there must be silent transmission. 
In a noisy stock exchange where 
the voice, unaided, cannot be under- 
stood across the. room, there are 
hundreds of telephones which carry 
speech half way across the continent. 


en words into silent electrical 


impulses. 


In a single Bell telephone cable, 
a hundred conversations can be 
carried side by side without inter- 
ference, and then distributed to as 
many different cities and towns 
throughout the land. Each conver- 
sation is led through a system of 
wire pathways to its proper desti- 
nation, and whispers its message 
into a waiting ear. 


Silent transmission and the inter- 
connecting lines of the Bell System 
are indispensable for universal tele- 
phone service. 


Without such service, our cities 
would be slow of speech and the 
States*would be less closely knit 
together. 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 


Every Bell Telephone is the Center of the System 








Walk, — You, Walk! 





HIS is the poem 
that you read in 
PUCK years ago and 
have been looking for 
ever since. We have 
now issued 


“WALK, 
—— YOU, 
WALK !” 


as a Booklet, in large, 
readable type, with the 
original illustrations, at 


Ten Cents per Copy. 














Admirers of this famous poemn will appreciate the 


PUCK, = : 





Hepat typ i bachollen ond tealisinn of eked erarall eed ae Address 
295-309 Lafayette Street, 


to secure copies in handy pocket form. 





New York 























If you are an ale drinker, and know that good, pure ale | 
ves strength as well as satisfaction, then drink P. B. | 


t is purest and best. 
into the brewing. 
goud ale, IN BOTTLES OR ON DRAUGHT. 


Drink P. B. Ale 


* A. G. VAN NOSTRAND, 


Bunker Hill Breweries, soston:nass.. 


PARK & TILFORD, New York Agents. 


Ninety-two years experience goes | 
A Success recognized by every lover of | 
| 





He (at the masquerade ball). — 
That’s a singular costume you 're wear- 
‘ing. What do you represent? 

Sue.—Opportunity, 

He.—Indeed! ‘Then let me embrace 
it.— Boston Transcript. 


“You look like a tramp.” 

“T might as well admit, mum, that I 
am. I don’t see no chanst of passing 
myself off as a hiking Suffragette or a 
Boy Scout.”— Washington Herald. 





| 
| 
| 








| 
| 
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GUTTERSNIPE,—Oo, please—will yer run in—the bloke — wot pinched 


my cap? 
POLICEMAN.—Who is he? 
GUTTERSNIPE.—Oi dunno—but you can ’ave young Bill ’ere as a clue. 


The bloke left ’is finger-prints on the kid’s fice!— Punch. 





Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott's Kitters is made 
more delightful and healthful. Sample of bitters by mail, 
25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 
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You Should Know Your Dickens 








JINGLE 





Your library is not complete without a complete set of Dickens. 
You must have all the tales of this, the greatest story-teller of the English race. 





In view of the centenary celebration of the birth of Dickens, no time would be more 
appropriate for those who have no satisfactory set of Dickens, or none at all, to pur- 
chase that best general library edition, the UNIVERSITY, in fifteen splendid 
three-quarters leather volumes. This set contains all the novels of the great master. 
It is also unique in that to the text of the novels have been added critical comments, 
notes, etc., by prominent writers—a feature adding immeasurably to its value. 
Contributions appear from members of the Dickens family as well as from some of the 
most brilliant of contemporary critics. The volumes are fully illustrated throughout, 


' each one containing a genuine photogravure frontispiece. 


Hail, Dickens the Immortal! 


ICKENS continues to reach the heart of humanity as does no other writer of fiction. The world 
still makes merry with Pickwick, shudders at the brutalities of Bill Sikes, responds with a sympa- 
thetic smile to the undaunted optimism of Micawber, and thrills at the tragic fate of Sidney Carton. 

“The English-reading people everywhere,” says Donald G. Mitchell (Ik Marvel), “have taken Charles 





Dickens to their hearts and they will hold him there. God bless his memory! It shall be green for us 

— Can you afford to be without a first-class - 
library edition of this immortal. writer? 

, A Special Dickens Centenary Offering 








vi 


N order to promote the sale of Dickens at this time, we shall present to every pur- 
Sag: A | [unser of the UNIVERSITY EDITION, three additional volumes, uniform in 


: every respect with the novels and containing (1) a life and critical estimate of Dickens 
by various eminent hands; (2) the best of his letters, speeches, plays, and poems: and (3) an entire vol- 


ume of 


us tales and skétches, specially collected from rare and hitherto almost inaccessible 


sources. The three additional volumes will be presented free to all subscribers to the UNIVERSITY 


EDITION until further notice. 


The contents of these volumes will positively not be found in any 


ordinary set of Dickens and serve to make the UNIVERSITY EDITION peculiarly distinctive. 





“Testimonial Book- 
plates” FREE 











further announce that for the present each volume of the UNIVERSITY 
EDITION shipped by us, including the three additional volumes, will 
contain a Dickens Testimonial Bookplate Stamp. These are hand- 


somely printed from a steel-engraving in bookplate style, and the proceeds from their sale will be 


Sa ones to descendants of the author as a testimonial to Dickens’ international fame. ; 
_ of the UNIVERSITY EDITION now purchased these bookplates will, of course, add a unique 


To sets 


— interest and value. : 
Maori The Coupon Brings the Books 
1" Pease aera for Free Inspection 
crepes sat of the UN- T= books will be sent anywhere for a five-day inspection, the three additional 
Ree aise tered volumes being shipped with every set. The coupon will bring the books. Send 


Additional Volumes, each vol- 

ume to contain a Dickens Testi- 
monial Kookplate. If the books 
are satisfactory, I shall pay you $1.00 
within 5 days of. receipt and §2.00 per 
month thereafter until the total amount, 
$29.50, has been paid. If not, Ishall notify 
you. 


PPrrrrrrrrrrT Tete 





ment. 
learn that you can get the fifteen library volumes now for only $29.50. The circum- 
stances oe offer and the ory value given, make it something 

to 


no money at this time. Inspect the books carefully. If you are not satisfied, 
return them at our expense. If you are, retain them by sending us only $1.00 as first pay- 


he balance may be paid at the rate of $2.00a month. You will be surprised to 


neglect, rite at once. 


THE UNIVERSITY SOCIETY 


44-60 East 23rd Street New York, N. Y. 
RNASE IAB 


that you cannot 
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Pears 


A soft, white skin gives 
charm to the plainest fea- 
tures. 

Pears’ Soap has a mes- 
sage of beauty for every 
woman who values a clear 
complexion. 


Sold wherever stores are found. 








You like to HUNT and FISH 


== You like to go 
pe ae CAMPING— 


then surely you will enjoy 
the National Sportsman 




















magazine, with its 160 richly 
illustrated pages, full to over- 
flowing with interesting stor- 
fes and valualle information 
about guns, fishing tackle, 
camp outfits—the best ;.laces 
to go for fish and game, and 
a thousand and one valu- 
able “How to" hints for 


sportsmen. The National 
Sporteman is just like a 
big camp fire in the woods 
where thousands of good fel- 
lows gather once a month and 
spin stirring yarns about their 
experiences with rod, dog, rifle 
and gun. Think of it, twelve 
round trips to the woods for 
@ $1.00 bill. 


SPECIAL TRIAL OFFER 


Just to show you what it's 
) like, we will send you the 
National Sportsman 
magazine for three months 
and your choice of a 
handsome National 
Sportsman Hroth- 
erhood emblem in 
2 the form of a Lapel 
Button, Scarf Pin, 
or a Watch Fob, 
as here shown, on 
receipt of asc in 

i ©6stamps or coin. 





Don't delay — 

P ae our great big 

unting, Fishing, 

Camping, Nature- 

loving National 

Sportsman Hroth- 
erhood today. 





National Sportsman Magazine, 78 Federal St., Boston. 











“Do you believe in bad luck ?” 

“I do. I proposed thirteen times to 
the same girl.” 

‘Where did the bad luck come in?” 

“The thirteenth time she took me.” 
— Baltimore American. 














PUCK PROOFS 








| Copyright 1912 by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 


By W. E. Hili. 
PRICE 26 CENTS. 


HAND PAINTED. 
Proof in Colors, 14 x 12 in. 





is is but one example of the 

PUCK PROOFS. Send 
Gen Cents for Fifty-Page Catalog 
of Reproductions in Miniature. 





Address PUCK 
295-309 Lafayette Street NEW YORK 
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** Ver seems restless, mate.” 


‘*-Yus; I dunno wot’s up wiv me. I wake up 


every three or four hours now.’’—7%e Zat/er. 


A teaspoonful of Abboté'’s Bitters with your Grape Fruit 
makes an ideal appetizing tonic. Sample of bitters by mail, 
2 cts, in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 














Shanahan’s Old Shebeen; 


“THE MORNIN’S MORNIN’.” 


By Gerald Brenan. 


[N response to the many requests from our readers for copies of this famous poem; which 
appeared in PUCK several years ago, we have issued it as a Booklet, in large, readable 
type, with the original illustrations, at 


TEN CENTS PER COPY 
Admirers of ‘‘Shanahan’s Old Shebeen ’’ will appreciate the opportunity to secure 


copies in handy pocket form. For sale by all booksellers and news- 
dealers, or mailed postpaid on receipt of price. <A 


PUCK $2 33 295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 

















‘THe Canny Scorr. 





| Mayor Fitzgerald of Boston, on | 
account of the 100 per cent. increase | 
in the price of gasolene, plans to supply | 
automobiles of Boston with ‘motor-oil 
at wholesale rates. 

| “Greed,” said Mayor Fitzgerald the 
| other day, “is the sole reason for the 
lrise in gasolene. ‘That is admitted 
|frankly. Well, that reminds me of 
| Sanders MacHoot of Peebles. 

| “Sanders, have another drink,’ a 
|man said, entering a bar where Mac- | 
| Hoot was just tossing off a glass of 
whisky. 

| “*Na, na,’ answered. Sanders Mac- 
Hoot. ‘I winna hae anither, but ve 
lean pay for this if ye like.” — Wash- 
| ington Star. 
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INSIDE INFORMATION. 





MoruHer.—If you could have eaten 
that entire jar of jam without a single 
twinge of conscience you must be | 

| thoroughly bad. 

Wituiie.—No, mother; I am confi- 

| dent there is something good in me.— 
| Vale Record. 






know that its delicious flavor 
is beyond comparison. Fi 
out for yourself. 


BERNHEIM OISTILLING Co. 
LOVISVILLE, Ky. 
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YeycoC ' 
A Guess. MAGISTRATE.—And what was the 

They were newsboys and had straved | prisoner doing? 
into the Art Museum. At the moment ConSTABLE.—’E were ‘avin’ a very 
they were standing before the Winged | ’eated argument with a_ cab- driver, 
Victory of Samothrace. yer wuship. 

“Sav, Bill, what’s that?” asked one | MAaGIstTRATE. — But that doesn't 
of them in an awed whisper. prove he was drunk, 

“Aw, I dunno,” replied the other. ConsTaB_Le.—Ah! But there worn't 





“Some saint wid his block knocked | no cab-driver there, yer wuship. — 


London Opinion. 


| off.” —Christian Register. 


Laugh wait Grow Fat ! Take PUCK and Laugh ! 

| 

_Qur Old Friend 

— Will be With 
Us Soon 


The best antidote is a 
year’s subscription to 











The Foremost and Most Widely Quoted Humorous Weekly 
As a Home Paper PUCK will please you 





424.44 


is attractive pictorially, beeause its artifis are among the bed. 

is funny, but neither vulgar nor suggestive. 

t is of serious interest. because its cartoons form a political hiftory of the times. 

is not a juveniie publication, but it is better for children than the comic 
supplements of the Sunday newspapers. 


_ 


Published Every Wednesday. 10c. per Copy. $5.00 Yearly. 


if your newsdealer doesn’t handle 


OK. oak him to order | PUCK, New York 


Enclosed find ten cents for which send 
me ” ee package of sample copies 


v 
Cc 


Tell Your Newsdealer 


Pre» 1 NGMe ...scccsercccccce soccccssevscceses 
c i Address 


NEXT WEEK. 
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THE LIFE OF AN HUMBLE CITIZEN. 
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7 
was going to be a_pleasure-trip. 
Chicago News. 


raie-Mark The Antiseptic Powder for Tender, 





A SURPRISING answer was -icited in 
a recent examination at a board school 
in London, says Argonaut. 

“Who was David?” asked the in- 
spector. 

“King of Israel and the son of 
Jesse,” replied a bright boy. 

“Who was Jesse?” continued the 
inspector. 

“The Flower of Dunblane,’ 
scholar after a slight pause. 


The Man WhoPut the 
EEs in FEET 


Look for the Trade-Mark Picture on 
the Label when buying 


ALLEN’S FOOT=EASE 





ng Feet. Sold everywhere, 25c. Sample FREE, 


;, ALLEN S. OLMSTED, Le Roy, N. Y. 


’ said the 

DISAPPOINTED. 
fonp MotrHer.—Don’t forget to 
ut your tooth-brush in your suit-case, | 


FOR OF BRAINS 


IGARS 


“MADE AT KEY WEST 


Jobbv. MEN 
Boppy (going to the country for a 
vek).—Oh, shucks! I[ thought this 


eh r . 
USE THE FAMOUS ENGLISH REMEDY) | rue Usual. Kase. 
“ How fast is your car, Jimpson?” 
asked Harkaway. 
“Well,” said Jimpson, “it keeps 
about six months ahead of my income, 


| generally.” —/Harper’s Weekly. 





SAFE. GENTLE. EFFECTIVE.FOR RELIEF OF} | 
| 





5068 */ 2 ar DRUGGISTS on 93 Henry St Broonivw VY 








k 
tl 


c 


b 


Telegraph. 


by parcel-post. 


h 


timore American. 


He (making poor headway ).—Will 
nothing induce you to change your 
mind and marry ? 


Fuimsy EviIDENCE. 


SHe.—But how do you know you 





ee ; . 
ee , SHe.— Another man might.—Soston 
He.—Why, I can’t sleep at nights Transcript, 
linking of you. 
Sue. — That proves nothing. Pa : ae 
I Mr. Fercuson.—That’s the new 


in’t sleep at nights thinking of you, 


; . a girl singing in the kitchen, is it? She’s 
ut I hardly think it is love. — London ; ilies 


a regular cuckoo. 

Mrs. Fercuson.—Yes, except that 
she can’t cook.— New York Mail. 
A PREFERENCE. 


Mamie.—I sent Will a lot of kisses 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street ? 
BUANCH WARKHOUSEK: 20 Beekman Street. § 


Jamie. —IT guess Will would rather 
we them by special delivery. — Pa/- 


New YorkK 


All kinds of Paper made to order 











PUCK PROOFS 


Photogravures from Puck 


Copyright 1908 by Keppler & Schwarzmann 





Copyrieht 1997 by Keppler & Schwarzmann. | 


+ 











Lena 


THE ETERNAL QUESTION. 
“Which Gown Shall I Wear?” 
By Leighton Budd. 
Photogravure in Black, 8x11 in. 


PRICE 25 CENIS. 











G hese are but two examples of 
the PUCK PROOFS. Send 
Cen Cents for Fifty-Page Catalog 


of Reproductions in Miniature. 
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THE FIRST AFFINITY. 
By Carl Hassman 
Photogravure in Carbon Black, 13 x 19% in. 
PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 


Price Twenty-five Cents. 


Smaller Size, 11 x8 in. 








Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 





























Bottled only by the Brewers 


Smpecigh Beadleston & Woerz, 


Bee , as NEW YORK 
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| 
“THAT’s a bad-looking thumb you 
| have, waiter,” said the diner. ‘“ Does 
is ” 
}it hurt you ? | 
> . ‘ ‘ | 
“No, sir,” replied the waiter. “It ALEXANDRIA BAY 


is parboiled. It that way from JEFFERSON COUNTY NEW YORK 
serving soup.”— Cincinnati Enquirer. In the Heart of the Thousand Islands 


N the most enchanting spot in all 
America, where nature’s charms are 
rarest, all the delights of modern civ- 
ilization are added in the 1,000 Island 
House. No hotel of the Metropolis 
provides greater living facilities or 
such luxurious comfort—real HOME 
comfort—as does this palatial Summer 
retreat. An amusement for every 
hour, or quiet, complete rest, is the 
choice of every guest. 
All Drinking Water Used in the House is Filtered 
Send two 2-cent stamps for Illustrated Booklet 


O. G. STAPLES, Proprietor 


William Warburton, Manager 


gets 


“To you believe in the minimum 
” 


wage for girls? 
“Sure! I pay it."—Detroit Free Press. 


OF THE GODS. 


THE GIFT 














1,000 ISLAND HOUSE 








Happy ‘THouGH'. 

Orricrk-Boy.—There are two men 
out there, sir, who want to see you. 
One of them is a poet and the other a 
deaf man. 

Epiror.—Well, go out and tell the 
| poet that the deaf man is the editor, 
and let them fight it out between them. 
— Tit-Bits. 
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“HE is a self-made man, isn’t he?” 

“He was.” 

“Then he is.” 

“No, the woman he married did n’t 
like the result he had accomplished, 
and she has made him over.” — 
Flouston Fost. 


**Wot’s the matter with you now?” | 

‘* Nothing ’s the matter.” 

“Then wot did yer give me that | 

nasty look for?” 
‘‘T didn’t give you that nasty look 


You always ‘ad it.”’—Sydney Bulletin. 





For Four $5 Bills 


You can own this new Columbia “Eclipse” and for 
five $5 bills you can own it with an outfit of 16 selections 
on 8 Columbia Double-Disc Records including the wonder- 
fully interesting Demonstration Record. 





The “Eclipse” embodies the latest Columbia features — the continuous and 
uninterrupted tone-chamber, the perfected Columbia reproducer, the Columbia 
tapered tone-arm, the Columbia tone-control leaves, the faultless and noiseless 
Columbia motor—and it has 
he beautiful tone - quality 
that those Columbia features 
unite to produce. It will 
play ANY disc record. 


Now that the Parcel Post 
is working, you can be as- 
sured of easy delivery of 
records from any one of 
8000 Columbia dealers. Let 
us give you full particulars 
of this offer and tell you 
who your nearest dealer is. 


COLUMBIA GRAPHOPHONE COMPANY 


Box 402, Woolworth Bldg., New York 
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ALMA 


CIGARETTES 


A Cigarette of 
Sterling Worth 


Not until you break the seal on the 
modest Fatima package — not. until you 
smoke one of these wonderful Turkish- 
blend Cigarettes, will you understand the 
whys and wherefores of their remarkable 
success. 


Years ago Fatimas were “discovered” 
by our College men. From the Campus 
the fame of their generous goodness went 
forth to capture smokers of every class 
and clan, with the result that today Fatimas 
are known the world over. They are the 
biggest -selling cigarettes in America — 
smoked with pleasure in every corner of — 
our country. 

If you are one of the few men who 
have not yet smoked Fatimas, delay no 
longer. Get a package today. You 
will be delighted with their sincere 
quality and wholesome purity. 


Bran Tina a. 


20 for 15% 


! Distinctively Individual” 








